Tearly Subsceription £2.00

Cowick & Metz, Hids. & Pubs.

ELEVENTH YEAR.

WA-KEENEY, KANSAS,

SATURDAY, JANUARY 18,1890,

NUMBER 48.

HEOW MYHOY WENT DOWN,"™

It was notom tho Belid of tmttle,
It was nol with a ship at
But a falc far

And thos suy boy 9

Down fromn the heights of manlioo
To the depibis of
W o worthl

He bartered his u
Through the gate
My poor week Loy wont dowr

A GIRL’S REW ARD.

BY CLARA M. HOWARID.

The July sun wee pouring its hotest |
rays npon the earth; the tender plants |
drooped, and withered in the ferce
beat; the unwinking sunflowers, in the
gardons, hanyg their bold heads under
the scorching kisses of 01d Sol

No breezo stirred the leaves
tall elms ot the gate; the
singing their matin songs, sought rest
amid the thiok folinge of the orchard,

of the

silent save for o flutter of wings, as they |
| persisted Nettie.

flitted from bough to bough.
The cditle Iny in
8, Inxily chnnmr.. their end; tho bees
roned s sle=py tune f{rom the clover |

Weld neross the rond; all nature ﬁmuml_'

to be half aslecp this sultry morning.

The ounly wign of life aboul the old
farm houke, was 4 solitury figure fitting
sbout the garden. The figure was that
of Nettie Senerson, in'a big snubonnet,
gathering vagetables for dinner.

Her basket fillad, she left the garden,
and came np tho path, flnsbed nnd
breathless. Throwing berself down
gpon the steps she removed the sun-
bonnet, fanuing her
ously tor s lew o

The kitchen clock (";I!ll'_n
10, yousing Nettie from
“Why, bow Inte it is! Mother will re-
furn before dinner i ready if T do not
burry!”®

Throwing aside
8he made an energetic
contenta of the busket,
ths while.

Unconsciously Nettie is making n pie-
ture of herself, to which the wines with
their drooping blue swnd white bells,
form an nppropriste setting. The sun-
light p..lmt.n., through the leaves, lights
up ber corly polden hair. Her cheeks
are flushed with excercise and her blue
€Y 68 nro glowing with a bappy light.

A bright-eyed robin is perched pear
her, holding o woris in its month. un-
cartain whether to veunture nearer the
bungry young family in the nest above
her head. Nettie paneces in her work
that she may vot frighten the mother-
bird awey, and just at that moment the
gate creskted upon its hinges.

Looking up, to ber disway, she sees a |
seedy individual coming toward her,

“Oh dear! A tir vup! \thnl shkall I do?"
thought frightened Nettie as all the
drendful newspaper stories
rushed through ber mind.

“Carlo has gone with father, and
Bennie borrowed the gun only yester-
d‘;’h How I wish father would come!”

& lerrified girl was nbout to beat a
basty redrest, when the tramp stopped
before her, cap in hand, and after bid-
ding oper a polite “Good moraing,
asked psrmission to get a drink of water
at the pump close by.

While the man wns quenching his

I the hour of

her improvised famn,
nttack upomn the
humming o tune

thirst, Nettie took occasion jo observe | took s last look at the ol

him more close Is. “He doesn't look a
dangerous man,” she thougbt as she
noted the dejected look apon his pale
face. “Why, he bhas but one arm, poor
fellow!” as she noticed for the first time
tho emptyulecve at his gide.

The man, after having mfruhed him-
#elf with copious .iruus.;lhu of the cool
water, and bathod Lis face and head,
cames back to Nettie, saying: “Thank
you Miss, it is very rofreshing this hot
morning,” meaning the waler.

Nettie smiled pleasantly, her fear all

L gome, and invited him to & seat in the
sbade, to rest himself before resuming
Nl ournoy.
ow tired and hungry you look, poor
" thought Nettis. Running into the
Hhhen. sho soon re-appeared with s
lomch, which she placed before the
tﬂn Inviting bim to eat, in rather a
1 manner.
'Thmk you! this is indeed acoeptable
s I have tnsted no food to- day. »
*Is it possible! Huve you no money?”
ed the wondering ;:irl-
. This was Nettie's irst encounter with
A spacimen of the genus tramp, or she
: .*ight not have been sojready to believs

"Ho, gm, and I will starve rather than
w be exclnimed prondly.
3. £

w iong Lave you been—beeon—Ilike
faltered Netiie, not quite knowing

'l.tn-p 3o you mean, Misg?" asked
Slivee aitos 1 o0t the Bospital,” pois
21 = 5
hl‘hum o‘lm-.“p
: ill'x muom"-hddu.w

| osity to his employes.

birds from |

the cool meadow |

with i wigor- l plosinent;

her reverie, |

| you may not meet them!

“Coupling cars, Miss,” was the short
reply.

“I thought the milrond companies
providad for employes who were erippled
in their service, or at least paid them
damages,” said Nettie.

“It 18 50 in some cages, bmt ns 1 wna
only taking o sick friend’s place, fora
fow days, that bhe might not loss his
position, they did not consider me &n
employe, and said I must look to him
for damages.”

“Conld he do nothing for yon?

The poor boy died while I was in the
hospital, so | not only found myself
without an arm, but deprived of a friend
also.™

“Could you not obtain employment,
nuri have you no relatives?”

“No one wants to employ a rrlEple
and all my woar relatives are dead,” an-
swered he bitterly.

Nettie after a thoughtfnl pause ex-
clnimed:

“1 am sure if General Superintendent
Ames heard your story he would aid
vou. I have “often heard of his genar-
Why do you not
go to him?

“B—— is a long way off, and with no
money it is guite an undertaking to go

T.llL"'E

“Can you not ind work on the way?

“But few will hire a common tramp,
\lu:u, the old, hard look coming back to
his facn,
“Would this help von?" asked Nettie,

taking ns mall purss from her pocket
and emptying it of its sole contents, u
ul:u\mb gold coin.

“Iam not a beggar, Miss,” drawing
himsolf up proudly, Then, sering the
burt, disappointed look on the sensitive
face, he added in a gontler tone, “I
can't take your woney, child, but will
never forget your kindness.

“Do please tuke it and try to get em-
tramping is so dreadfal'™
cried the warm bhearted Nettie, her eyes
full of tears.

He hesitatad, tben a sudden look of
determination eame into his face, and
botook the proffered money. “Since
you bave such confidence
shall not be disappointed; vou gball
have your gold piece back, with interest,
some day, little one.

Nettio descried n clond of dust in the
distance, nud preseutly old Dobbin, and
the bockboard came in view. “Huarry
away for father is coming, and ho does
not approve of giving money to tramps;
he says they drink up everything they
can get, aud are thieves into the bar-
gnin;” seeing the blood monnt to his
brow at these words, she hesitated to
say, "I nm sure you do not"—ghe hesi-
tated; he answered, interpreting her
gilence: “No, I have not fallen as low
as thot, but God knows what 1 might
Lhave besn temptad to do, but for yom,
child!”

“Tnko this psth across the orchard, so
eried she hur-
ricdly as old Dobbin came nearer and
DeArer.

"Your name firat! [ must know that in
order to send you the money,” he said

of tramps ! Lﬁmlims.:l_\'.

“Nettie Severson i my name, and
now please go.

“Good-bye and God bless you, child!"
be exclaimed, in a faltering voice, as he
took a last look st a the excited girl.

Could Nettie's blue eyes full of tears
have penetrated the thick foliage of the
orchard, they +would hsve seen
the tramp throw himself down atthe
foot of o tree, face downward, and
sob like a child. At lemgth ho rose,
house just
visible amiong the trees, them pulling
his eap over his eyes. he once more Look
his weary way onward.

He carried, in his heart, for many a
day the image of a fair young face,
framed in by drooping vines; the sun-
shine glittering throngh them upon the
golden bair, and the blue eyes full of
tears.

Mrs, Severson expressad surprise that
Nettie had not performed her usual
tusks. Glancing at her flushed cheeks
and guivering lips, she inguired if she
were ill. Nettie answered that it was
only s headache, and the next moment
burst into tears. Her mother was much
alarmed, forshe had neéver seen her
daughter in such a state of nervoos ex-
citement.

Nettie dried her eyes soon, however,
and went on with her preparations for
dinner. During the meal her mother
related how Bivin's store at the “Cor-
ners” had been broken into the night be-
fore, and several hundred dollars stolen.
It was supposed to be the work of
tramps, a8 one bad been seen lurking
sbout the day before.

Nettie trembled and grew pale at this,
but as no one mentioned sesing s one-
simed tramp, whe resolved to kesp her
own mnme‘l’

It was the first time inthe sizteen

ears of hoer life she had kept a secret

m har mother, and it woighed heavily
on her conscience. She at times ques-
tioned the wisdom of giving her lti
piece to a tramp, for gold pisces
nnvpluﬂhl on the men lnll.

such times
dark eyes lighting uwp

=~ _ HA'.

in me you |

resolve to be worthy of her confidence,
always cnme Lo ber, and she heard again
that fervent, “God bless you, child,”
spoken in a broken volice.

The coin in gquestion had been her one
trensure, the product of the sale of her
only pet—Brindle’s red calf, which she
bad fed with her own hands, and loved
with all her innocent heart. The gold
piece had seemed small recompense for
the loss of the pretty creature, for which
shs mourned deeply, and would not be
comforted.

She beeame more reconeciled, however,
when her mother rr.usurknd,cruquuﬂy that
$5 would buy a “dress pattern” of a cer-
tain piece of pale blue cashmers which
Nettie had long admired.

She planned the purchase of it, with a
thrill of girlish pride at the thought,
thnl this particular shade of blue—

“morning glory blue,” she ealled it—was
just suited to her uom]:lenon and wonld
be very becoming.

Nettie was no heroine, after all, for
ghe regretted having given the price of
the blue dress to a tramp, st times ex-
cedingly; better foelings triumphed,
bowaver, and when her mother hinted
that she might invest her money in that
paﬂleular piece of dress goods, she re-
Em.-d thaj there were otherthings worth

aving besides ::nnhmen. dresses. “"Two
arms for instance,” as she langhingl
threw both hers round her mother's
neck.

i‘ivnfyun passed away, and the epi-
sode of the tramp was nearly forgotten,
or only remembered ns n piece of child-
ish folly, to be ashamed of in the light
ol worldly wisdom.

The five yeurs had nearly all been
spent by Nettie at the Beminary, from
which ehe graduated with high honors.
In appearance she is little changed; a
few additional inches in the length of
her skirts, nud a chignon in place ot the
loose curls, are the most notable. Her
manner is more self-possessed, and dig-
nified perhaps, but she is the same
warn- henrtad gtri us of old, unspoiled,
beipful, and hkapps.

Agnin sho is sitting in the porch be-
neath the vines, and agnin she looks up
as the gate creaks, to b r-ho!d & stranger
standing there as though uncertain of
the lee

“This must be the place!” soliloquized
the man aloud, “‘Two elms at the gale,
and morning glories over the poreh’ wus
what the boss said, and this must be
right!

“Is this whers Miss Nettie Severson
lives, Miss?"™ he asked, respoctfully.

“My name is Nettio Severson, and this
is my boms:™ she answered, plensantly.

ere is o note for you, and I am to
wait for an answer.”

Nettie pointed to s seat, and opening
the note, read:

Mias Netlie Severson.

DEapr Mapaw:—The writer desires an inter.
view with you and wour pormission wiil eall
upon you at 7 o'clook this svening.

Yours mwpqu:!ntoily
EpwanDd LEYDEX,
To which Nettis replied:
Mr, E&ward Leyden,

Drar Sin:—1 shali be at howme this evenins,
and will recelve you. NeErmiE BEvERsON,

Although Nettie did not recall the
pame, she decided it must be some one
whom she had met among her school
friends and forgotten.

She grew more anxious s to who her
guest might be, as the time drow near
for his arrival, growing so impatient at
last that she could not remain quietly
indoors.

Strolling out uponthe poreh sheseated
hersel! just inside the vwine-covered
arch, and fell into a reverie from which
she was aroused by the sight of a man
standing, with bared hend, before her.

Startled, she gazed at him for an in-
stant, then "My tramp!" broke involun-
tarily from her lips.

*A tramp no longer, thanks to you,”
replied the man, gaxingat her with deep
emotion. “Please do notgoin! Let me
tell the saquel to my story here in the
same place I occapied so long ago,”
seating himself on the sofs at her feel

After a moment's silence he began: *I
followed your sdvice and sought the
General Saperintendent of the B. & A,
road, and told him my story, and also
of vour kindness to me and your con-
fidénce in bis generosity. He listened
patiently snd at the end said: “The lit-
tle girl sball not be disappointed.”

“Writing a few lines, he senl a mes-
senger with the note, and bade me wait
afew moments. Iresently a gentleman
appearsd whom he introduced us the
Chief Engineerof the B. & A. road. He
made merepeat mystory., WhenIbadfin-
ished he asked mewhat position I eould
fill; if I wonld like to go out with a sur-
veying party who were to start next day.
adding, ‘It is rough work, but the o=
thing lhu{rmnuu itself just now.'”

“I replied that [ should only be too
glad of any employment by which I
conld gain b livelibood. I wus withk the
surveyors §wo years, adding to my slight
knowledge of engineering uotil I was
sbls to tako charge of the survey for
& new nch.

my presence here. All this I owe te
on; your words s¢t me to thinking, and
thought there was still something to
live for.”

“I have come to pay my debt,Miss Net-
tie! Here is the nrr.ntu sal coin you gave
to the tramp, five years ago; here also is
the interest, computed from that day to
this. The debt of gratitude oan neverbe
repaid!™

Nettie listened, amazed at the result of
ber deed of kindness, but refused the
proffered money, saying, “Do not spoil
my satisfaction in the one act of disin-
terested kindnessI have done in my life.”
Invain he urged, she firmly refused to
touch a penny of the money.

“You can do me a favor, bowasver!
Come and be presented to mv parents,
and relate to them the story.
It is my one secret from them, and has
lain hau on my conscienc e all thess
years,” she said smilin Besides, I
would like the mystery ofgwh;- I clu:l not
buy the blue cushmere cleared up,” and
she led the way to the sitting-room.

Mr. and Mr. Severson, though some-
what surprised at the appesrance of a
stranger, welcomed him cordially, sup-

oging him to bea school friend of
Nettie's.

Nettio nsked bim torelate toher father
how she came to disobey his wishes,and
give money to n tramp.

So well did Le\ dan ‘relate the story,
ihsbthe old man's eyes wore full of tears
¥ the olose, nad be forgave Nettie her
decoption.

The evening passed plessantly, and
both Mr. nndgl Severson gave Ed-
ward a cordial mvnatiun to call again.
He was not slow to avail himeslf of the
privilege, and became n frequent visitor,
nnd s prime favorite with the old peo-
ple. Nettie was kind and cordialnt first,
but grew sby and silent in his presence
nfter o few visita,

Oue evening, finding her slone on the
vine-covered porch, he told ber that he
had lost his heart to herthat day so long
ngo, when her eyes were full of tears of
sympathy for the poor tramp. That the
memory of her swoet face had kept him
from the down bill road which, in bis
degperation, he was nearly entering,
snd asked her to nccept him in part
payment of the debt he owed her.

Nettic shyly answered that her father
must be consulted in all her future
business tmnaactions. Evidently he
must have agresd to the proposed or-
rangement, for a wedding followed
soon. The bride wore a dress of pale
blue, and the ceremony was performed
under an arch of morning glories.

The wife thinks, a5 sbe looks in the
eyes of her bandscme bhusband, that her
money was well invested, even though
she did not buy the blue enshmere,

Among the bridal gifls is one she
prizes more than all, & slender chain
from which depends a gold prece,
marked: “To Nettie—from her tramp.”

Only a Sad Accident,

Western judge— Yon are chuarged, sir,
with being the leader of a purty which
hanted down aod lynched a horse thiel,
The days have gone by when citizens of
this eommonwealth ean thus take
the law into their own hands! hence
your arrest. What have you to say?

Prominent ocitizen—I aint guiity,

e. Tl tell you how it was. Wa
unght the feller, and tied his hands
and feet. Nothing wrong about that,
was there, jedge?

“No, that was no doubt necessary.”

“Wall, jedge, there was a storm com-
in’ np and we couldn't spare him an
um very well, so we stood him
nnder & tree. That wss all right,
wasn't it 2"

“Certainly.”

“Wall, the clounds kept g'nLherin’ an’
the wind was purty high, s’ we dida't
want him blawn away, so we tied a rope
sround his nack and fastened the other
end to a limb above—not tight, jedge,
jest 80 8s to hold him —and we left him
ulmdm;banohd on his hfeeL’ Nothin'
wrong ut that, was there?”

“Nothing at all.”

“Then I kin be exensed, cant 1?7

“But the man was found suspended
from that : tree sod stone  dead the next

morning.”

“None of us had anything to do with
thnl..]edgn. You see waleft him stand-
in’ there in good health and spirits, for
we give lumnllhe could drink when

we said

;' but during
the might i A] T w2

rain come up sn' I s'pose
the rope purty wetf aod shrunk
couple o' That's how the sad sc-

cident ha —3
Weekly. ppened, jedge."—New ¥ork

Kmdly Leniency.

It was a certain bishop, who, before
his elevation to the Episcopate, was
master of one of the eolleges of Cam-
bridge University, of whom Bishop
Wilberforce once said, “Yon have heard
of the milk of human kindness, but un-
less you know the bishop of €——, you
do not know the old cow from which
the milk comes.” He wasindulgent to
every one, even beyond the verge of
laxity, and his gentlatiess can hardly
have been salutary for youthful morals,

One day he put ome of his boys in
& corner, and though this was suha
mild form of penalty, he could not s.and
to compel the youth to endure it for
any great length of time.

“You may come ont of the corner
now, Dicky,” he called, after a shork
inferval.

“Sha'n't,” replied Dicky.

*0Oh, do eome ous, Dicky"'

"Shl’a't. I tell you.”

“I'll give you s shilling if you'll come
ont.,”

“1 sha'n’t come ont for a shilling.™

“Tll make it 18 pence.” And for
18 pence Dicky consented to appear.
Natorally parental d.secipline did nob
guin by that incident.

The bishop was the pink of courtssy,
and if e went to offiviats at the ehnreh,
made a point of shaking hands with the
warden, taking off his hat to the pew-
opener, and according every official some
kindly recognition. Oue day, as he was
stepping into his carrisge after service,
he stopped and said to the rector:

“I have quite forgolten the mnice,
pleasant, honest man, your sexton, who
was s0 attantive. I must just go back
and shake hands with him.”

“I am sorry to say.my lord,” returned
the rector, “that he is not st all desery-
ing of your kind condescension.”

“Indeed,” said the bishop, “nothing
gerions, I hope.™

“Only this, my lord. The man is con-
kinuslly drank, and I am obliged now
to be on the lookout for a new sexton.”

“0Oh, I must jnst run in and shake
hands with him,” persisted the bishop,
continuing, as he resumed his sest in
the carriage, “I am very glad that
there’s nothing serious against the poor
fallow "

So kindly was this dear old gentle-
man that he was willing to believe all
the failivgs of humanity “leaned to vir-
tue's side,” and thongh he was far from
excusing evil, never regarded the hope-
less sinner with pharisuical intolerance,
Thus did he become an example to both
saint and sioner;to the one by hLis
charity, and to the other by the up-
rightness of his daily life.

An Unmistakable Sign.

Jones (to manager of the fur store)—
Now. Mr. Hyde, m all probability my
wife will come down here this morning
to pick out s new seal sscque. Some
time sincs, you will remember, she and
I were in here and I rather discouraged

her, when she sung the sealakin sacque |

song.

stda-‘fu. Mr. Jones, I remoember
the time well.

Jones—Yes? Well, I have had
occasion to change my mind, and when
she comes, please see that she is shown
a good article.

Hyde—Very well, Mr. Jones,

Jones —And by the way. She might
wish to look at a fur hat or muff.

Hyde—Pardon me, Mr. Jones, bat
wounld you feel offended were I to ask
you a rather impertinent question?

Jones—Fire away, old man, you can’f
hurt my feelings.

Hyde—Then, I wonld lika to ask if
your wife’s mother is not paying you s
visit.

Jones— Well, I should mildly ejscu-
Iate! I've had just @ week of mother-
in-law and I'm sbout dead, but how the
devil do you know?

Hyde—The symptons are always the
same. I've been there mysell and can
sympathize with you.—Peck’s Sun.

To Do Away with Mourning,
Just mow a number of English
women of high social ahndmgm at-
tempting to inaogurate the fashion of
doing away with thhuwmmm;
that it has long been

:lnAwfal'nmewﬂhnOnter..

Last night a fat man wearing a low=
pecked shirt with s . turn-down eollar
three sizes too large for him, sat down
toa table in a Clark street restaurant
and called for s Ihte of mw oysters.
Hegot them eol d juicy right off the
ice, and harpooning o fat one with his
fork, he lifted it toward his month. But
the slippery. slimy, chilly bivalve
dropped off his fork before reaching its
destination, carromed on the fat man’s
chin and then slid down on the inside
of his shirt and nestled on his breast.

No one saw the incideat. The obese
gent himself didn't see it, but he falt
that something had happened, and that
he had arrived at a crisis in his lifa.. A
pained, startled expression rested for &
moment on his face; then with a low,
Elnntura wail of heartbreaking agony-

o rose from his chair and clspped his
hand on his stomach. He struck the
oyster, but that coy creature was one.of
the most alert and agile of its species,
It at once changed its base on feeling
the presure and slid npward and across
the fat man’s wide expanseof palpitat-
ing bosom, leaving a trail of Arotio frig-
idity in its wake, and took upnew gquar-
ters in his left arm-pit

‘With a wild howl of anguish the un-
bappy propristor of . the oyster leaped”
two feet in the air, ntiered another yell
like s wild-west Indian. and commenced
to work his arm after the manner of a
bagpipe musicisn.  The oyster gob ex-
cited and again started on its travels,
but was appsrently unable to select a
permanent location. After making
several blind rushes it halted for a. mo-
ment under ashort rib near ths.spine
to cateh its second wind.

The unfortunate fal man wss in a
state of mind bordering on insavity. He
kicked over his chuir,!yelled, and swors,
grabbed himselfiin front and behind,and
on both sides, rolled up hiseyes, frothad
at the mouth, aud spun around like a
top. But the slippery bivalve was now
thoroughly rattled and seooted here
and there like astrenk of greased light-
ning, taking great pains not to. travel
over the same ground twice.

“He's got a. fit]” soreamed. & wild-
eved man, makiog o rush for the. door
with & napkin tncked nnder his ehin.

“It's either that or he's afire inside of
his clothes,” said another pale-faced
diner, edging away from the sufferer.

“For mercy's sake take him off, some-
body; I'm dying!* wailed the stricken
man ss he threw up both hands sod
sat down heavily upon the floor,

When the vietim of misplaced refrash-
ments strock the floor the. oyster shot
out of the back of his neck like s bullet,
hit the ceimg with s squashy plunk
and then fell back and hung limp and
lifeless from the chandelier,

The fat msn's physician says the pe-
tient wiil recover from. his atiack of
nervous prostration in a few days.—
Chicago Times.

The Shy Man,

No man can be diverted =0 suecess-
fully, writes “Clara Bells,” as by being
allowed to talk up his pet ject to
some one who is curious and ignorsat
It is & good rule to keep ss silent as pos-
sible till yon get a hint at the mental
tendencies of the msan in
Shy men need only ﬂym:lu
not going to be uqturnd to talk or be
brilliant, and their tongues prompily
loosen. A word about the weariness of
society, ihe shallowness of society men,
the relief that u little quiet ia, sels him
going. All you need to do thea is to
keep your eyes earnestly attentive. Ii
ian't evan necessary to comprehend what
ke is saying.

The man who is alwags inelined to bs
complimentary and firtatious is rather
mt;red;ﬂc;l-t. Hatm‘thm‘:uuind
uunless he an opportunit display
hnpetmmphshmmhsm{
needs two clever
Frivolity, however,
hour of his last conquest,
dldzt.mynn m’ mpc
the object of his

wthtﬂel;tnmbe silent.




